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choly languors were full of meaning to her. She noted his
silences. Where the lovely bird had fallen, the boy's heart bore,
as it were, a physical mark. On the pretext of wanting to be
undisturbed, he insisted on doing his lessons in the green room,
which was never heated and had a northerly aspect. He rum-
maged in the dressing-table drawers and hoarded as treasure-
trove forgotten ribbons and a tortoiseshell comb.

At last, when Fabien was sixteen, Madame Dezaymeries had
her eyes opened. That year Fanny Barrett did not pay her
accustomed visit. Each evening between Christmas and the New
Year Fabien was on the watch, his face pressed to die window,
or lurking on the landing, his ears pricked for the sound of a
footstep, Joseph, who had always instinctively avoided Fanny,
poked gentle fun at him. Of the three of them, he, already a
priest at heart, already a sworn enemy of those lost women who
have it in their power to bring damnation into unfledged lives,
was by far the most sensitively alive to the corruption which
she carried about with her. One evening, when the two. brothers
were deep in an argument, Joseph maintaining that to paint one's
face was a deadly sin, their mother had had to silence them.
After the New Year, Fabien begged her to write to Fanny at the
various addresses she had left. The boy's general taciturnity, the
prolonged silences into which he fell, were a sign that all was not
as it should be, and she became alarmed. Finally, she confided in
her Spiritual Director. The good Father continued to smile as
usual, because his smile was a permanent feature of his face
which nothing would ever erase, but his words expressed a deep
displeasure. She had, he said, locked in the wolf with the sheep.
Her care for the young soul in her charge had been of no avail,
because the Evil One had been able to sow his seed at leisure.
So shaken did she seem to be by his reproof that he felt bound
to soften the hard words he had spoken, and to this end added
that, since it was Fabien's destiny to live in the world, it might
be no bad thing that he should learn the nature of its illusory
charms. The mother's imprudence might, God willing, serve,